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Mira. Witwoud and Petulant; and what was worse, her aunt, your wife's mother, my evil genius; or to sum up all in her own name, my old Lady Wishfort came in. -
Fain. O there it is then - She has a lasting passion for you, and with reason - What, then my wife was there?
Mira. Yes, and Mrs Marwood and three or four more, whom I never saw before; seeing me, they all put on their grave faces, whispered one another; then complained aloud of the vapours, and after fell into a profound silence.
Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you.
Mira. For which good reason I resolved not to stir. At last the good old lady broke through her painful taciturnity, with an invective against long visits. I would not have understood her, but Millamant joining in the argument, I rose and with a constrained smile told her, I thought nothing was so easy as to know when a visit began to be troublesome; she reddened and I withdrew, without expecting her reply.
Fain. You were to blame to resent what she spoke only in compliance with her aunt.
Mira* She is more mistress of herself, than to be under the necessity of such a resignation.
Fain. What, though half her fortune depends upon her marrying with my lady's approbation?
Mir a. I was then in such a humour, that I should have been better pleased if she had been less discreet.
Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they were weary of you; last night was one of their Cabal-nights; they have 'em three times a week, and meet by turns, at one another's apartments, where they come together like the coroner's inquest, to sit upon the murdered reputations of the week. You and I are excluded; and it was once proposed that all the male sex should be excepted; but somebody moved that to avoid scandal there might be one man of the community; upon which Witwoud and Petulant were enrolled members.